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THE  APOSTLES’  CREED. 

I  believe  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  aml  earth.  And  in  Jesus 
Christ  His  only  begotten  Son  our  Lord:  who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost  born 
of  the  Virgin  Mary;  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crucified,  dead  and  buried , 
the  third  day  He  rose  from  the  dead;  He  ascended  into  heaven  ™d  «tteth  at  he 
right  hand  of  God  the  Father  Almighty;  from  thence  He  shall  come  to; judge  the 
quick  and  the  dead  I  believe  in.  the  Holy  Ghost, _  the  holy  catholic  Church,  the  or 
mumon  of  saints,  the  forgiveness  oi  si 
everlasting.  Amen. 


3,  the  resurrection  of  the  body,  and  the  life 


THE  LORD’S  PRAYER. 


Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  lhy  name.  Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy 
will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven.  Give  us  this  day  oui-  daily  bread;  and  for¬ 
give  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  that  trespass  against  us  ;  and  lead  us  not 
into  temptationf  but  deliver  us  from  evil ;  for  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
and  the  glory,  forever.  Amen. 


GLORIA  PATRI. 


Charles  Meineke. 


OCEAN  GROVE 

CHRISTIAN  SONGS 
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No.  i.  HOLY,  HOLY,  HOLY! 

Reginald  Heeek,  D.D.  Re?.  John.  B.  Dykes. 

Jbt - T— n-4 - -4 — f— Wf — I- — L- 


1.  Ho 

2.  Ho- 

3.  Ho 

4.  Ho¬ 


ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly!  Lord  God  Al- might -y!  Ear-ly  in  the 

ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly!  all  the  saints  a-dore  Thee,  Casting  down  their 

ly,  ho-ly,  h(j  -  ly!  tho’ the  darkness  hide  Thee,  Tho’  the  eye  of 

ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly!  Lord  God  Al-might-y !  All  Thy  works  shall 


m 


morn-ing  our  songs  shall  rise  to  Thee;  Ho-ly,  ho-ly, 
golden  crowns  around  the  glass-y  sea;  Cher-u-bim  and 
sin-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not  see ;  .  On  -  ly  Thou  art 

praise  Thy  name,  inearth,  and  sky,  and  sea;  Ho  -  ly,  ho-ly, 


Mo.  3.  JERUSALEM,  MY  HAPPY  HOME. 


“Eckington  Collection,’’ about  1796.  (MATERNA.  C.  M.  D.) 

3==1=F 


SAMUEL  A.  WARD,  1882. 


ss 

1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  my  hap  -py  home, Name  ev  -  er  dear  to  me! 

2.  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden’s  bloom,  Nor  sin  nor  sor-row  ow. 
-  pos  -  ties,  martyrs,  prophets, there  A-roundmy  Sav-iour  stand; 


When  shall  my  la  -  hors  have  an  end.  In  joy  and  peace  and  thee? 
Blest  seats!  thro’  rude  and  storm-  y  scenes  I  on  -  ward  press  to  you. 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  be -low  Will  join  the  glo-riou” 


1 - 

When  shall  these  eyes  thy  lieav’n-built  walls  And  pearly  gates  be  -  hold? 
Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe,  Or  feel  at  death  dis  -  may? 
Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  my  hap -py  home!  My  soul  still  pants  for  thee: 

*z‘  -*-  -•-  S 


Thy  bulwarks  with  sal  -  va-tion  strong,  And  streets  of  shining  gold? 
I’ve  Ca  naan’s  good- ly  land  in  view,  And  realms  of  end -less  day. 
Then  shall  my  la-borshave  an  end,  When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


JAMBS  ELLOR. 


No.  3. 


CROWN  Hin  LORD  OF  ALL. 


.Refrain. 

1 


bfej,  JV>-A 
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And  Crown  Him,Crown  Him,  Crown  Him,  Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, 
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Crown  Him,  Crown  Him, 
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Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, Crown  Him, AmUrown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


-fL  jt=2- 


GLORY  TO  GOD  IN  THE  HIGHEST. 


=; 

- 
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Glo-ry,  glo-ry,  glo-ry,  glo-ry,  Glo-ry  be 

r  tr  , 

:  to  God  on  high!  God 

on  high! 

!  J1 

No.  5.  THE  LORD  IS  JTY  SHEPHERD. 


*  tr 

I  feed  in  green  pas-tures,  safe  fold-ed  I  rest;  He  lead-eth  my 

Since  Thou  art  my  Guardian  no  e  -  vil  I  fear;  Thy  rod  shall  de 

g  g:  g:  ^  f:  £ 
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soul  where  the  still  wa  - 
fend  me,  Thy  staff  be 

•  ters  flow, 
my  stay; 

c  .  w 

Re  -  stores  me  when  wand’ring,  re  - 
No  harm  can  be  -  fall  with  my 

— £-i=£— p=it«=r^— p— ^3 
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deems  when  oppress’d,  Re-storesme  when  wand’ring, redeems  when  op  -  press  d. 
Com-fort  -  er  near,  No  harm  can  he  -  fall  with  my  Com-fort  -  er  near. 

-  -f:  f  f 


No.  7. 

John  Newton. 

Moderato. 


ZION  CITY. 


Johann  Schope. 


Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spo-ken,  Zi  -  on,  cit  -  y  of  our  God;) 
He, whose  word  can- not  he  bro  -  ken,  Formed  thee  for  His  own  a-bode;j 


ing  wa- ters,  Springing  from 
and  daughters.  And  .all  fear  c 


of  want  i 


(  Still  sup -ply  thy  s 
(  Round  each  hab  -  i  -  ta  -  tion  hovering,  See  the  cloud  and  fire  ap  -  pear,  ) 
(  For  a  glo-ry  and  a  covering.  Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near!  \ 
m  -jm-  jm-  -m-  V  :J  -& 


No.  7B. 


RESPONSE. 


sostenuto.  The  “Elijah.” 

-fUM 


S.  .Ill' 

O  -  pen  the  heavens  and  send  us  relief :  Help,  help  Thy  peo-ple  now,  O  God. 
.   *  -0-  I  Jt. 


No.  p.  WEARY. 

Solo,  ob  Soprano  and  Alto  in  Unison. 


Nkidlinqeb.  (Arranged.) 
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1.  Wea  ry, 

2.  Wea  ry,  so 

wea-ry,  for  rest  my  soul  doth  sigh.  Longing,  longing,  Mr 
wea  ry,  of  battling  sin  a  -  lone.  Cry  -  ing,  cry-  ing,’  for 

(n  .  J  bird   .  .  ,  . 

?  V'  ^  ^ 

/  3 - -  ^  P'  Legato.  D.S.  for  Chorus. 
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fight  on,  fight  on,  Heav’n 

rr  5  ^  -»-■  ^  r  ■ 

i  comes  at  last,  and  then  all  sor  -  row  is  past. 

F-  -  dT'fm.  m  m  J 
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By  per.  of  Geo.  Molineux.  Copyright, 

1902,  by  Tali  Esen  Morgan. 

No.  ii.  WE  PLOUGH  THE  FIELDS. 

Martin  Claudius.  (1782). 

,  ff  Allegro. 


Johann  A.  P.  Schulz. 


1.  We  plough  the  fields, and  scat-ter  The  good  seed  on  the  land,  But  it 

2.  He  on  -  ly  is  the  Mak  -  er  Of  all  things  near  and  far;  He  paints  the 

3.  We  thank  Thee,  then,  O  Father,  For  all  things  bright  and  good,  The  seed-time 


No.  13.  JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY. 


Emma  Campbell.  Theo.  E.  Perkins. 


1.  What  means  this  eager  anxious  throng.  Which  moves  ■with  busy  haste  a  -long-- 

2.  Who  is  this  Je  -  sus?  Why  should  He  The  cit  -  y  move  so  migh-ti-ly? 

3.  Je  -  sus!  ’tis  He  who  once  be-low  Man’s  pathway  trod,  ’mid  pain  and  woe; 

4.  A  -  gain  He  comes!  From  place  to  place  His  ho  -  ly  footprints  we  can  trace. 


And  burdened  ones,  where'er  He  came, Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame, 
He  paus-eth  at  our  threshold — nay,  He  en  -  ters — con  -  de  scends  to  stay. 

E? - V  g — — — E — P-k— ' 
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In  accents  hush’d  the  throng  reply:  “Je -sus  of  Naz-a 
A  -  gain  the  stir-ring  notes  re -ply:  “Je  -  sus  of  Naz-a 
The  blind  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry:  “Je  -  sus  of  Naz-a 
Shall  we  not  glad  -  ly  raise  the  cry:  “Je  -  sus  of  Naz-a 

f-  f-  -f-  f-  f-  f-  J*  r .  ~  -  S:? 
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reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by?’’ 
 .(•  m.  jm. 
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In  accents  hush’d  the  throng  reply:  “Je -  sus  of  Naz-a 
A  -  gain  the  stir-ring  notes  re -ply:  “Je  -  sus  of  Naz-a 
The  blind  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry:  “Je -sus  of  Naz-a 
Shall  we  not  glad  -  ly  raise  the  cry:  “Je  -  sus  of  Naz-a 

v  r 

reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by.” 
reth  pass  -  eth  by?” 

•  - 
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5  Ho!  alj  ye  heavy-laden,  come? 

Here’s  pardon,  comfort,  rest  and  home, 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father’s  face, 
Keturn,  accept  His  proffered  grace. 

Ye  tempted  ones,  there’s  refuge  nigh, 
“Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by.” 


6  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse. 

And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse, 

Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn. 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 

“ Too  late!  too  late!  ”  will  be  the  cry — 
“Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by.” 


i-H-h 


NAZARETH. 


No.  17. 

Wh.  J.  Ibons. 


LIFE  ETERNAL. 


,  ...  -1.  _  n  Jt_  _ _ _ _  Qimv  +I10  T*PS 


(  Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glo  -  ry,  Sing  the  res  -  nr  -  rec- tion  song!) 

)  Death  and  sor- row,  earth’s  dark  sto  -  ry,  To  the  form-er  days  be  -  long,  j 

Oh  what  glo -ry,  far  ex-ceed-ing  All  that  eye  has  yet  perceived !  { 

Ho  -liest  hearts  for  a  -  ges  pleading,  Nev-er  that  full  joy  conceived.  ; 


C_1  in  God's  l'ike-ness,  man  a  -  wak-  ing,  Knows  the  ev  -  er  -  last- 11 
c;_2:  Ev  -  ery  hum- hie  spir  -  it  shares  it,  Christ  has  passed  th’  eter-n 


3  Life  eternal!  heaven  rejoices, 

Jesus  lives  who  once  was  dead; 
Join,  0  man,  the  deathless  voices, 
Child  of  God,  lift  up  thy  head ! 
Patriarchs  from  the  distant  ages, 
Saints  all  longing  for  their  heaven. 
Prophets,  psalmists,  seers,  and  sages, 
All  await  the  glory  given. 


4  Life  eternal!  0  what  wonders 

Crowd  on  faith ;  what  joy  unknown. 
When,  amidst  earth’s  closing  thunders, 
Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne ! 
O  to  enter  that  bright  portal, 

See  that  glowing  firmament. 

Know,  with  Thee,  0  God  immortal, 

“  Jesus  Chriat  whom  Thou  hast  sent !  ” 


No.  io.  THE  GOSPEL  BELLS. 

s  w  M  S.  Wesley  Martin.  By  per. 

Allegro.  i  i  |»  f>  |  |  '  s 


l.  The  gos  -  pel  bells  are  ring-ing  O  -  yer  land  from  sea  to  sea;  Blessed 

j  The  gos  -pel  bells  in-  vite  us  To  a  feast  prepared  for  all;  Do  not 

-  —  os -pel  bells  are  joy -ful,  Astheyech-o  far  and  wide,  Bearing 


O  BEAUTIFUL  LAND, 


No,  20; 

Mat  Maurice.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


Chorus. 


4  4  1,  ,h 
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me,  How  sweet  it  will  be  to 

« m  ,  m  m  -  .   1 

t  fez 
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Copyright,  1898,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick.  Used  by  per. 


No.  21.  JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN. 


BERNARD  OP  CLUNY,  1145  A.  D. 


x.  Je  -  ru-salem  the  golden,  With  milk  and  honey  blest,  Beneath  thy  con-tem- 
2  There  is  the  throne  of  David ;  And  there  from  care  released,  T he  shout  of  them  that 
3!  O  sweet  and  blessed  country.  The  home  of  God’s  elect!  O  sweet  and  blessed 


pla-tion  Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed.  I  know  not  O  I  know  not  What 
triumph,  The  song  of  them  that  feast.  And  they  who  with  their  lead-er  Have 
country.  That  ea-ger  hearts  ex- pectl  Je  -  sus,  in  mer- cy  bring  us  o 

iM 


Toys  await  us  there,  What  ra-dian-cy  of  glo-ry.  What  bliss  beyond  compare, 
conquered  in  the  fight,  For  ev  -  er  and  for  ev-er  Are  ciadm  robes  of  white. 


No.  22.  TO=DAY  THE  SAVIOUR  CALLS. 


Samuel  Francis  Smith. 


1.  To  -  day  the  Saviour  calls ;  Ye  wTthlnThe^^ sacred’1 ^watl^To  J?suprbow.? 


WITH  SHIELD  AND  BANNER  BRIGHT. 


No.  24.  5EE  THE  CONQUEROR. 

8.  7.  8.  7.  D.) 


.  See,  the  Conqueror  mountain  triumph;  See  the  King  in  roy-al  state, 

.  Who  is  this  that  comes  in  glo-ry,  With  the  trump  of  ju-  hi  -  lee? 

3.  Thou  hast  raised  our  hu  -  man  na  -  ture  In  the  clouds  to  God’s  right  hand; 

-  J 


i 


No.  35.  IT  WAS  SPOKEN  FOR  THE  MASTER. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kikkpatkick. 


1 


1.  It  was  spo-ken  lor  the  Mas  -  ter,  O  how  lov- ing  -  ly  it  fell! 

2.  0  we  know  not  when  we  scat -ter,  Where  the  precious  seed  will  fall, 

3.  When  our  bus  -  y  toil  is  o  -  ver,  Prom  the  vineyard  when  we  go, 


?-■*&*=*  r  -  r~, 

It  was  ut-tered  in  a  whis-per,Whohad^breath’d  it  none  could  tell. 
But  we  work  and  trust  in  Je  -  sus,  For  Hewatch-eth  o  -  ver  all. 
We  shall  find  a  store  of  blessings  That  on  earth  we  could  not  know. 


0-  ken  for  the  Mas-  ter,  On  -  ly  just  a  lit  -  tie  word, 
r  be  -  side  the  wa  -  ters  Of  af  -  flic  -  tion,  it  may  be, 
n-der  at  the  brightness  Of  the  crowns  we  then  shall  w 


But  the  chords  that  long  had  slumber’d  In  a  grief-worn  heart  were  stirred. 
But  the  fruits  of  ear-nest  la  -  bor  At  the  reap-ing  we  shall  see. 
But  the  Lord  Him-self  will  tell  us  Why  He  placed  the  jew-  els  there. 


Gen- tie  words  of  patient  kindness,Tho’un- heed  -  ed  oft  they  s 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Wra.  J.  Kirkpatrick.  Used  by  per. 


IT  WAS  SPOKEN  FOR  THE  flASTER. 


-  n 1 ,  ,  f\^\ 
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To  the  i 

-  k 

’old 

i"  k  1"  k  ~  r  0 1  w 

of  grace  may  gather  Souls  of  which  we  lit-tle  dream. 

-*-  -  .  *-  -*  ~ 
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No.  26. 


PARTING  HYflN. 


1.  Say  -  iour,  a  -  gain  to  Thy  dear  name  we  raise  With  one  ac- 

2.  Grant  us  Thy  peace  up  -  on  our  homeward  way;  With  Thee  be- 

3.  Grant  us  Thy  peace.  Lord,  Thro’  the  com-ing  night;  TurnThoufor 

4.  Grant  us  Thy  peace  through-out  our  earth  -  ly  life,  Our  halm  in 


cord  our  part -ing  hymn  of  praise;  We  stand,  to  bless  Thee, 

gan,  with  Thee  shall  end,  the  day;  Guard  Thou  the  lips  from 

us’  its  dark -ness  in  -  to  light;  From  harm  and  dan  -  ger 

stay  in  strife;  Then,  when  Thy  voice  shall 

ft*-  •*■  * £2 ^ - --gL-T*1-  -,-g-  gL 
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ere  our  worship  cease,  Then,  low-  ly  kneel  -  ing,  wait  Thy  word  of  peflle. 
sin, the  hearts  from  shame, That  in  this  house  have  called  up-on  Thy  name, 
keep  Thy  children  free;  For  dark  and  light  are  both  a -like  to  Thee, 
bid  our  conflict  cease,  Callus,  O  Lord,  to  Thine  e  -  ter  -  nal  peace. 


A  LETTER  FROM  HOME. 


No.  27. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 

Sop.  and  Alto  in  Unison.  0 

i 
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1.  I’ve  been  reading  a  message  so  sweet  and  so  won-der  -  ful.  Prom  our 

2.  And  it  tells  of  the  beau-ti  -  ful  cit  -  y  of  jas  -per  walls.  With  its 

3.  And  I  read  that  while  here  in  this  world  full  of  pain  and  woes  I  may 

4.  So  I’m  watching  and  waiting  un  -  til  He  shall  call  for  me.  And  the 

Bass  and  Tenob  in  Unison.,  1  1  J  IV  . 

v  > i  i !J  i  J3  J  s 
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changing  can  know,  O  this  letter  from  home,  sweet  letter  from  home,  Precious 
soon  shall  be-hold.  O  this  letter  from  home, sweet  letter  from  home, Precious 
tri  -  als  to  share.  O  this  letter  from  home,  sweet  letter  from  home,  Precious 
comfort  while  here.  O  this  letter  from  home,  sweet  letter  from  home,  Preeious 

Copyright,  1900,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


A  LETTER  FROIT  HOME. 


No,  28.  JESUS  CHRIST  IS  PASSING  BY. 


s.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 


uy,  ....  .0  Him  thine  eye; 

thee,  "What  wilt  thou  then  have  of  me?” 
b.  "JLora,  1  wouiu  r  uy  11101  -  see;  Lord,  re -veal  Thy  love  to 1 
4.  0  how  sweet  the  touch  of  pow’r  Comes— it  is-  sal  -  va  -  tion  s  hour. 


1.  Je  -  sus  Christ  is  pass-ing  by, 
3.  Lo,  He  stands  and 
"Lord,  I  would  Thy 


mm 


,  -5- 

As  the  precious  mo-ments  flee,  Cry,  Be  mer  -  ci  -  ful  to  me! 

Rise,  and  tell  Him  all  thy  need  ;  Rise,  He  call  -  eth  thee  in  -  deed., 

Je‘-  sus  givi  from  ■  A  "lalthhlth  saved  thee,  go  in  peace!” 

■n—F— Elra~ 


No.  29.  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES. 

Words  from  “  Songs  of  Glory.” 


1.  Sowing  in  the  morning,  sowing  seeds  of  kindness,  Sowing  in  the  noon-tide, 

2.  Sowing  in  the  sun  shine,  sowing  in  the  shadows  Fearing  neither  clouds  m 

3.  Go,  then,  ev  -  er  weep-ing,  sowing  for  the  Mas-  ter,  Tho’  the  loss  sustained  01 


andthedew-y  eves;  Waiting  for  thehar-vest,  and  the  time  of  reap-ing, 
winter’s  chilling  breeze;  By  and  by  the  har  -  vest,  and  the  la  -  bor  end  -  ed, 
spir-it  oft  -  en  grieves;  When  our  weeping’s  o-ver.  He  will  bid  us  wel-come, 

h  ! 


JESUS  SHALL  REIGN. 


No.  33. 


No.  37* 

Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 

Animato. 


FORWARD ! 


Grant  Coi.fak  Tullar. 


I 


1  Christ, our  mighty  Captain, leads  against  the  foe;  We  will  n 

2.  Satan’s  fearful  onslaughts  cannot  make  us  yield.  While  we  trust  in  Christ, our 

3.  Let  our  glorious  ban  ner  ev  -  er  be  unfurled —  From  its  mighty  stronghold 

4.  Fierce  the  bat- tie  ra  -  ges,  but ’twill  not  be  long,  Then  triumph-ant  shall  we 

>  t*  >  r  r  5  ^  >  1 
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Tho’  His  righteous  purpose  we  may  ni 


:'p 
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N0.38.  IS  JIY  NAHE  WRITTEN  THERE. 


GOD  IS  WITH  flE. 


No.  40. 


PALH  BRANCHES. 


Solo  or  Unison. 


t 

r  FT  £  r  T  i  .  ar  •  i  ■ 

name  de  clare,  Let  ev  -’ry  voice  re-sound  with  ac  -  cla-  ma  -  tion. 

Sr'.'&r  •  J  •  JdJ 

^  [-  ■■■■ 

* — l  -  ' 1  i  '  4  J 

Ho  -  san  -  -  -  -  nal  praised  be  the  Lord! 


I 


No.  43- 


THAT  HOLY  CITY. 


1.  We  are  press-ing  toward  a  coun-try  where 

2.  Oh,  how  oft  -  en  we  grow  wea  -  ry  as  ’ 

3.  Bo  we'll  strive  to  do  our  du  -  ty  till  c 


3  press  time's  rugged  road, 
r  hat  -  ties  here  are  o’er, 

Is 


THAT  HOLY  CITY. 


by,  yes,  toy  and  by,  That  e  -  ter-nal  Ho-ly  Cit  -  y 

see  it  by  and  by  That  e  -  -  -  ter-nal  Ho-lv  Cit  -  y 

,5  J  5  '5  j 


!  in  the  sky,  awaits  us  in  the  sky;  There  we  11  join  with 

J* - 


When  we  reach  that  Holy  Cit  -  y,  Ho  ly  C 

No.  44.  RESPONSE. 


'Mendelssohn. 


I 


No.  45-  BE  JOYFUL  IN  GOD. 


1.  Near  the  Cross  was  Ma  -  ry  weep  -  ing.  There  her  mournful  station  keep-  ing, 

2.  But  we  have  no  need  to  bor  -  row  Motives  from  the  mother’s  sor- row, 

3.  When  no  eye  its  pit-y  gave  us,  Where  there  was  no  arm  to  save  us, 

4.  Je  -  sus,  may  Thy  love  constrain  us,  That  from  sin  we  may  re  frain  us, 


Gaz-ing  on  her  dy- ing  Son,  Gaz-ing  on  her  dy  -  ing  Son; 

At  our  Saviour’s  Cross  to  mourn,  At  our  Saviour’s  Cross  to  mourn; 

He  His  love  and  power  displayed,  He  His  love  and  power  displayed; 

In  Thy  griefs  may  deep-ly  grieve.  In  Thy  griefs  may  deep  -  ly  grieve; 


1»  ?  °  I 


Therein  speechless  anguish  groaning, Yearning, trembling, sighing, moaning, 
’Twas  our  sins  bro’t  Him  fromheav  -  en,  These  the  cru-  el  nails  had  driv  -  en, 
By  His  stripes  He  wrought  our  healing,  By  His  death,  our  life  re  -  veal  -  ing. 
Thee  our  best  af  -  fections  giv  -  ing.  To  Thy  glo-ry  ev  -  er  liv  -  ing. 


A  lice  UU1  ucsu  ai  -  loououo  j  O—  -J  ^ 


I -I 

Thro’  her  soul  the  s 

All  His  griefs  for 

He  for  us  the 

May  we  in  Thy 


rd  had  gone,  Thro’  her  soul  the  sword  had  gone. 

were  borne.  All  His  griefs  for  us  were  borne. 
a  -  som  paid,  He  for  us  the  ran-som  paid. 

>  -  ry  live,  May  we  in  Thy  glo  -  ry  live. 


NoxE-Te 


SAVIOUR,  COflE  IN  TO=DAY. 


-f  |  r  -  >  i  •  ~  1  ;l  '  . 

. Long  Thou  hast  waited  outside  of  my  heart,  Saviour,come  in,  to-day. 


No.  48.  ON  JORDAN’S  BANKS. 

Eev.  Samuel  Stennett. 


-  s1*  s  *  .-!*  * 


On  Jordan’s  stormy  hanks  I  stand,  And  cast  a  wishful  eye  To  Canaan’s  fair  and 
a  O’er  all  those  wide-extended  plains  Shines  one  eternal  day  ;There  God  the  Son  for- 
3'  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place,  And  be  forever  blest  ?  When  shall  I  see  my 
4  Fill’d  with  delight,my  raptur’d  soulWould  here  no  longer  stay;  Tho’Jordan’swaves  a- 


-r 


hap-py  land,  Where  my  posses-sions  lie.  , 

ever  reigns.  And  scatters  night  a  -  way.  (,  We  will  rest  in  the  fair  and  hap  py 
Father’s  face,  And  m  His  bo  -  som  rest?  f 
round  me  roll, Fearless  I’d  launch  a  -  way.  1 

_  -m-  *  :  *  «  * 
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.  land,  Just  a  -  cross  c 
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song  of  Mo-ses  and  the  Lamb, by  and  by,  And  dwell  with  Jesus  ev-er-  more. 


Used  by ; 


1 


No.  50.  NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 


Sarah  F.  Adams.  (  President  McKinley’s  Favorite  Hymn  )  Lowell  Mason. 


3  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  heaven; 

All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I’ll  raise; 


So  by  my  woes  to  be 
-Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 

■5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky, 

Sud,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly. 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 


No.  5i.  WE  SHALL  SLEEP,  BUT  NOT  FOREVER, 


'■-  ■2  :  ~S-I~ i~.  t  - t  I  *  i-,  9  f  -i 


*  *  i 


'-f-'-g-1 

We  shall  sleep, but  not  for  -  ev  -  er,  There  will  be  a  glorious  dawn;  Weshall 

2.  When  we  see  a  precious  blossom,  That  we  tend-  ed  with  such  care,  Rudely 

3.  We  shall  sleep,  hut  not  for  -  ev  -  er,  In  the  lone  and  si  -  lent  grave,  Blessed 


glorious  dawn;  We  shall  meet  to  part— no, nev  er,  On  the  res  -  ur-rection  morn! 


I 


No.  52. 


CROWN  THE  SAVIOUR. 


c.  Steebins,  by  per. 


1.  Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glo-rious,  See  the  “Man  of  sor-rows  now, 

2  Crown  the  Saviour!  An  -  gels  crown  Him,  Bich  the  trophies  Je  -sus  brings, 
S  Sin  nersin  de  -  ris  -  ion  crown’d  Him,  Mocking  thus  the  Saviour  s  claim, 
4.  Hark!  the  bursts  of  ac  -  cla-ma-tion!  Hark!  these  loud  triumphant  chords! 


A'  *  *  l  l;5S 


From  the  fight  re  -  turn  vie  -  to-rious,  Ev  -  ’ry  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 

In  the  seat  of  pow’r  enthrone  Him,  While  the  vault  of  heav  -  en  rings. 

Saints  and  an  -  gels  crowd  a- round  Him,  Own  His  ti  -  tie,  praise  His  name 

Je  -  sus  takes  the  high  -  est  sta-tion,  Oh,  what  joy  the  sight  af- fords! 


Crown  Him!  crown  Him,  angels  crown  Him!  Crown  the  Saviour  “King  of  kings.” 


Philip  Phillips. 


No.  53.  HOME  OF  THE  SOUL. 

Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates.  John  14  :  a. 

May  be  sung  as  a  solo. 


1  will  sing  you  a  song  of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,  The  far  -  a  ■  way 

2.  Oh,  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  vis  ions  and  dreams,  Its  bright, jas- per 

3.  That  un-change-a  -  ble  home  is  for  you  and  for  me,  Where  Je  -  sus  of 

4.  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,  So  free  from  all 


home  of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ever  beat  on  the  glittering  strand,  While  the 
walls  I  can  see;  ’Till  I  fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  veil  in-ter-venes  Be- 
Naz  -  a-reth  stands;  The  King  of  all  kingdoms  for  -  ev  -  er  is  He,  And  He 
sor-  row  and  pain,  With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, To 


years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -ty  roll,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter -nity  roll;  Where  no 
tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me,  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  yand  me; ’Till  I 
holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands.  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands ;  The 
meet  one  an  -  oth  -  er  a  -  gain,  To  meet  one  an  -oth-  er  a  -  gain;  With 


t=S- 


storms  ev-  er  beat  on  the  glittering  strand,  While  the  years  of  eter-  ni  ty  roll, 
f an  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  veil  in-ter  venes  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me. 
King  of  all  kingdoms  for-ev  -  er  is  He,  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hand. 


lips  and  with  harps  ii 

£ 


ir  hands,  To  meet  01 


mgs,*’  by  per. 


No.  54. 


I’LL  GO  WHERE  YOU  WANT  JTE. 

iWS.  (CONSECRATION.)  Carrie  E.  RounSBEBM.. 


It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain’s  height,  Or  o  -  ver  the  storm-y  sea; 

2.  Perhaps  to  -  day  there  are  lov-ing  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak; 

3.  There’s  sure-  ly  somewhere  a  low  -  ly  place,  In  earth’s  harvest  fields  so  wide, 


It  may  not  be  at  the  bat-tle’s  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of  me. 
There  may  be  now  in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  wand’rer  whom  I  should  seek. 
Where  I  may  la  -  bor  thro’ life’s  short  day  For  Je  -  sus  the 


.0.  _  .  fv  .  Fine. 

I’ll  answer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  I’ll  go  where  You  want  m 
My  voice  shall  ech  -  o  the  message  sweet, I’ll  say  what  You  w 
I’ll  do  Thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere,  'T’11 v*””*”* 


I’ll  be  what  Y ou  want  me  to  be. 


D.8.— I’ll  say  what  You  want  me  to  say, dear  Lord.rll  be  what  You  want  m 
Refrain. 


WHEN  WE  GET  HOME. 


3  If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow, 

What  my  future  here  ? 

“Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear.” 

4  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay? 

“Not  till  earth  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away.” 


No.  57. 


O  GOLDEN  HEREAFTER. 

Rev.  R.  Lowry.  By  permission. 


o  g°ld‘  en  Here  -  af-  ter.  Thine  ev  -  ’ry  bright  raft-  er  Will  shake  in  the 

2.  Oh!  host  with  out  number,  Awak’d  from  death’s  slumber,  Who  walk  in  white 

3.  Oh  mansions  e  -  ter  -  nal.  In  fields  ev  -  er  ver-nal,  A -wait- ing your 

4.  Oh!  Je-sus,  our  Mas- ter,  Command  to  beat  fast  -  er  These  wea-ry  life¬ 


time  der  of  sane  -  ti-  fled  song; 
robes  on  the  em  -  er  -  aid  shore, 
ten  -  ant  -  ry  ransomed  from  sin, 
puls  -  es  that  bring  us  to  Thee, 


And  ev  -  ’ry  swift  an  -  gel  Pro¬ 
file  glo  -  ry  is  o’er  you.  The 
We  11  stand  on  vour  pavement,  No 
Till,  past  the  dark  por  -  tal.  We 


0f  &:£-**££* 

stand  up  £ 
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the  hills,  And  the 


o  GOLDEN  HEREAFTER. 

rs  . 


No.  58.  HOW  SWEET  ARE  THE  WORDS. 

Mrs.  0.  B.  B.  _ 


1.  How  sw,eet  are  the  words  of  my  Sav  -  iour 
2  How  sweet  is  the  face  of  my  Sav  -  iour 

n  tt . wnrE  is  the  love  Of  ( 


o  dear,  When  dark  clouds  of 
o  dear,  When  sin  -  ners  a™ 
tr  Lord,  So  full  and 
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thronging  His  blessing  to  share 
hundant,  so  rich  in  re  -ward 


My  grief  -  la-den  soul, then,  with  rapture  may 
His  smile  like  the  sunlight,  His  words  true  and 
Oh,  come  now,  He  calls  thee,  and  list  to  His 


hear," Thou wea-ry  c — , - 

clear:  “Yewea-  ry  ones, come 
word :  “  The  whole  world  may  c"" 


:|— T 

n  -  Oh, sweet  a 

a  -  to  Me,  Oh,  come  1 
1  unto  Me.”  Oh, sweet 

I 


!  the  words, 
-to  Me, 
the  love, 


sweet  are  the  words, How  sweet 
come  un  -  to  Me,  Ye  wea  - 
sweet  is  the  love,  Oh, sweet 
-  ---  4=3- 


tt _ *  .  ,  ir.nl  are  the  words  of  mv  Lord. 


&1_  -  —  ^  ■  -ijL' 

r  soul  are  the  words  of  my  Lord, 
y  and  la- den  ones,  come  un- to  Me.” 
d  the  world  is  the  love  of  our  Lord. 


Copyright,  1902,  by  Tali  Esen  Morga 


THE  WAYSIDE  CROSS. 


No.  59. 

p  C.  L.  St.  John.  Dr.  H.  R.  PiXMEK. 


' 


No.6i.  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 

George  Dcffiei.d. 

dr+-h 


1-  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  si 

2.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  su., _ R 

3.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  Stand  in  His  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 

4.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  The  strife  will  not  belong;  This  day  the  noise  of 

d=p:L  |  ,  |  f  !  1  I  1  " 


i.  Ye  soldiers  of  the  Cross;  Lift  high  His  roy  al 
us,  The  trumpet  call  o  -  bey;  Forth  to  the  mighty 

Cta.  J  -•  TT’  ‘  nlnnh*  Thnorm  nf  flnoK  tnJll 


ban-nfer,  It  must  not  suf-fer  loss:  Fromvic-t’ry  un-to  vie  -  t’ry  His 
con  -  flict,  In  this  His  glorious  day:  “Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  Him”  A  - 
f  If1’  If  dar®  n?‘  tr?st  your  own :  Put  on  the  gos  -  pel  ar  -  mor,  Each 
bat  -  tie,  The  next,  the  vic-tor’s  song;  To  Him  that  o  -  v«r  .  .  oti,  4 


eainst^nnumWvt  }  d’  tT!  ev  *  ry  foe  18  vanquish’d,  And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed, 
ffecenut  on  whh  mC°U^ge  nse„with  danger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose, 

piece  put  on  with  pray  r;  Where  du  ty  calls,  or  dan-ger,  Be ’nev-er  wanting  there. 
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STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 


<35  — --S-- •  tSA  . 
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high  His  roy  -  al  ban  -  ner,  It  must  1 

lot,  It  must  not  suf  -  fer  li 
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No.  62. 


GUIDE  ME! 


(  Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Je  -  ho  -  vah,  Pil-grim  thro’  this  bar-ren  land  :  ) 
j  I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  might-y;  Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand: f 
(  O  -  pen  now  the  crys-tal  foun  tain,  Whence  the  heal-ing  wa  -  ters  flow;  ) 

j  Let  the  fi  -  ery,  cloud-y  pil  -  lar  Lead  me  all  my  jour- ney  thro’:  \ 

(When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jor-dan,  Bid  my  anx  -  ious  fears  sub-side; 

'  |  Bear  me  thro’  the  swell-ing  cur  -  rent;  Land  me  s 


Canaan’s  side:  j 


Bread  of  heav  -  en,  Breac 

| I | - 1 - , — |- 

1  of  heav  -  en,  Bread  of  heav 
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Bread  of  heaven, 
Strong  De-liv-’rer, 
Songs  of  prais-es, 

J  ^  «*- 

1  «l  1  1 

Bread  of  heaven. 
Strong  De-liv-’rer, 
Songs  of  prais-es, 

-  J3ti. 

Bread  of  heaven. 
Strong  De-liv-’rer, 
Songs  of  prais  es 

a  -  

« Pl  1  1  n  ■*» .  j  j —  i 

tr~r  1 — 1 — r  "sr  p  ' 

Peed  me  till  I  want  no  more.  Peed  me  till 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield,  Be  Thou  still 

I  will'ev  -  er  give  to  Thee,  I  will  ev  ■ 

QZ  «3-'S-  .  ■=  e  -«  ns 

I  want  no  more, 

my  strength  and  shield. 

■  er  give  to  Thee. 

j — j*  r-V 
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r,  by  I.  H.  Meredith. 


let  him  come  in. 


JSo.  64. 


1  Be  -  hold  a  stranger  at  the  door,  He  gently  knocks— has  knocked  before; 

2  O  lovely  at-ti-tude, — He  stands,  With  melt  ing  heart  and  o  -  pen  hands, 
I  But  wiUHe  prove  a  friend  indeed?  He  will -the  ver  -  y  friend  youneed; 

4.  Rise, touched  with  gratitude  divine, Turn  out  His  en  -  e  -  my  and  thine, 

5.  Ad -mit  Him,  ere  His  an-ger  burn,— His  feet,  de-part-ed,  r 


No.  65.  LIFE,  LIGHT,  AND  LOVE  IN  JE5U5. 

Ada  Blenkhobn.  j.  m.  Black. 


1.  Life,  light, and  love,  the  gifts  of  God  so  free,  For  Je  -sus’sake  He 

2.  Now  with  my  Lord  I  walk  the  up- ward  way,  No  night  is  there,  but 

3.  How  blest  the  hours  spent  at  the  mer  -  cy  seat,  To  learn  the  les  -  sons 

4.  Come  now  to  Christ, your  Saviour  true  and  kind,  Yield  now  to  Him  your 


gives  to  you  and  me;  And  in  His  ho  -  1 y,  bless -ed  Word  I  see 
clear  and  per -feet  day;  There  shines  for  me  a  bright  and  blessed  ray,— 
of  His  will  so  sweet,  And  find,  while  wait- ing  hum  bly  at  His  feet, 
spir  -  it,  soul  and  mind;  Trust  -  ing  His  grace  and  mer  -  cy,  you  shall  find 
as— £4-  ^ 

1 «-A_^=te-Tzl5=^~ 

- ✓ — $  r 
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Life,  light,  and  love  in  Je  -  sus.  Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus. 

1  5  •  *-T  -  ^  -^--1 

**  -ar¬ 
sing  the  glad  re  frain, 

..  *  m  m  •  J 
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Je  -  sus  on  ly,  glo  -  ry  to  His  name!  Let  ev  -  ’ry  heart  with 
gp— g— g— .-Cl— _ 


C  1  jrright,  1898,  by  J.  M.  Black.  Used  by  per. 


O,  HOW  I  LOVE  JESUS. 


No.  66. 


No.  67. 


GLORIA  PATRI. 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and. . . 
in  the  beginning,is  n( 


3  the  Son,  and  to  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost: 
v-  er  shall  be,  world  without  end,  A  -  men. 


No.  69.  HALLELUJAH  TO  HIS  NAME. 


-L 


-NJL, 


err  -  ing  hand,  Hal  -  le  -  lu 
bea-con  bright,  Hal  -  le  -  lu 
you  and  me,  Hal  -  le  -  lu 
— - %  Hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah  to  His  Name! , 
jah  to  His  Name!  ' 

IN 


=£=s=s3*±3eSei  1— t-^i- 

guid-ing,  cheer-ing,  lov-ingall  the  way!  O  glo  -  ry  to  His  Name! 
-m-  m-  •£  «  : ~  -g-  '  -f-  :h-  


* 


. 


Copyright,  1900,  by  Tali  Esen  Morgan. 


No.  70.  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 


Eev.  Sabine  Barins-Gould.  Sir  Arthur  Sullitan. 


1.  Onward,  Christian  sol  -diers,  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  Like  a  mighty  ar -my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  we  are  tread-ing 

3.  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish ,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane,  But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

4.  Onward,  then,  ye  people.  Join  our  happy  throng.  Blend  with  ours  your  voi-ces 


Go-ing  on  be  -  fore;  Christ  the  Royal  Mas  -  ter  Leads  against  the  foe; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di  -  vid  -  ed,  All  one  bod  y  we, 
Constant  will  re -main;  Gates  of  hell  can  nev  -  er  'Gainst  that  Church  prevail; 
In  the  tri-umph-song;  Glo  -  ry,  laud,  and  lion  -  or  Tin -to  Christ  the  King; 


Forward  in  -  to  bat  -  tie,  See,  His  banners  go.  , 

One  in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,  One  in  char-i  -  ty.  I  n  ... 

We  have  Christ’s  own  promise.  And  that  cannot  fail.  \  °n  ward,  Christian  soldiers, 
This  thro’  countless  a  -  ges  Men  and  an-gels  sing.  ' 


. . . .  ^ 

No.  71.  I  HEARD  THE  VOICE  OF  JESUS  SAY. 


Eev.  Hobatics  Bonae.  Rev-  j0HN  B-  Dykes. 


J 


ONLY  WAITING, 


No.  72, 


Francis  L.  Mace. 


1.  On  -  ]y  wait-ing,  till  the  shadows  Are  a  lit  -  tie  long  :  er grown; 

2.  On  -  ly  wait-ing,  till  the  reap-ers  Have  the  last  sheaf  gath  -  er’d  home; 

8.  On  -  ly  wait-ing,  till  the  shadows  Are  a  lit  -  tie  long  -  er  grown; 


Till  the  light  of  earth  is  fad-ing  From  the  hearts  once  full  of  day; 
Quickly,  reap-ers,  gath-er  quickly  These  last  ripe  hours  of  my  heart, 
Then, from  out  the  gath  -  er’d  darkness  Ho  -  ly,  death-less  stars  shall  rise, 


i 

l=fa  1  n 

n 

€ 

^ 

Till  the  stars  of  heav’n 
For  the  bloom  of  life 

By  whose  light  my  soul  s 

~  j  J  M- 

r  r  ;  ^  ^  -  pr-®- 

are  break-ing  Thro’  the  twi  -  light  soft  and  gray, 
is  with -er’d.  And  I  hast-en  to  de-part, 

hall  glad  -  ly  Tread  its  path-way  to  the  skies. 

!** ^   Ml*-*-) 
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No.  77.  JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 


(ABERYSTWYTH.  7s.  E 


=nd= 


Jos.  parry.  Mus.  Doe. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov-er  of  my  soul,  Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly.  While  the  nearer 

2.  Other  refuge  have  I  none;  Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee:  Leave,  O  leave  nr 


3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 
More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness: 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


4  Plenteous  grade  with  Thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin: 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound: 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee: 

Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart. 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 


No.  78.  MARTYN.  7.  D. 

Simeon  Butler  Marsh. 


No.  79.  BEAUTIFUL  MORNING  STAR. 

Kev.  A.  A.  G.  Kev-  Al 

r-— 1 - — t  '  1  1  '  rr-j-H  I  j— 


Bev.  ALFRED  Arthur  GBai.et. 

-4—4 - U- J— 

•h-«d=fc3— •tfsfcnsfc: 


1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  morn- ing  star,  Beau-ti-ful 

a  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  morn-  ing  star.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 

3.  Beau- ti  -  ful  morn- ing  star,  Beau-ti-ful 

4.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  morn-  ing  star,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 


gpEtEtEE^Si 

— *  1  p-1 - ‘ - 1 


ffi=g=t=-l 

fore  thy  f 
glo  -  ries  s 
fears  eon  - 1 
glo  -  ry  b 

-ts>-  -m-  -1 
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ires  The  night  re -tires.  And  gates  of  morn  un  -  bar. 

hine,  O  Christ  -di-  vine,  Like  yon  bright  orb  a  -  far. 

rol  My  trembling  soul,  Thy  beams  my  com  -  fort  are. 

right  Shall  fill  with  light  The  shin  -  ing  land  a  far. 

S’-  -e>- _ _  __  t-J-J-m-K— - — -l -T^TTi - 1 
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prophets  of  old  Thy  ris- ing  foretold,  Beau- ti  -  ful  morn- ing  star. 


No.  80.  O  SACRED  HEAD. 


Bernard  of  Clairnatjx.  7-  6.  D.  Old  Welsh  Melody. 


O  sa  -  cred  Head,0  sa-cred  Head,  what  glo  -  ry,  What  bliss,  till  how  was 
Lo,  here  1  fall,  lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Sav-iour!  ’Tis  I  de  -  serve  Thy 
O  make  me  Thine,  O  make  me  Thine  for-  ev  -  er;  And  should  I  faint  -  ing 
These  eyes,  new  faith,  these  eyes,  new  faith  receiv-ing,  From  Je  -  sus  shall  not 


O  SACRED  HEAD. 


Thine!  Tet, though  despis’d  and  go 
-'"ce;  Look  on  me  with  Tliv  fa 
,  Lord,  let  me  nev 
re;  For  he  who  die 


x  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 

,  Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 
;  nev  -  er,  Out -live  my  love  to  Thee. 
-  liev  -  ing  Dies  safe  -  ly,  thro’  Thy  love. 

J  J 


i  1 

ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


1'  A  hide  with  me-  fast  falls  the  e  -  ven  -  tide;  The  daik-ness 

I -s.-s  r-Tp“-ffg  is,'- #&■{?.«? 

4  Hold ThouThy  cross  he  -  fore  my  clos  -  ing  eyes;  Shine  thro  the 


__  ,  Lord,  JtthTme  a  -  hide!  When  oth  -  er  help  -  ers 

grace  Jin  ft'  Sfe  S-er’s*  ^ 

T^nint,  me  to  the  skies;  Heav  n  s  morn-ing  breaks,  ana 


HslpTC'»,SoS1Sino.,".:E|  s 

3S  ml 


shadows  nee;  in  me,  m 


cF~r 


No.  82. 


GOD  GUARD  COLUMBIA. 


children’s  way!  God  guard  Co  -  lum  -  bi  -  a.  Our  Fath  -  er  -  land! 

In  -  dus-try,  Love  of  the  Truth  and  Thee,  Free  -  dom  and  Law! 

free  -  dom  won,  O  God  of  Wash -ing- ton,  We  hon  -  or  Thee! 

peo  -  pie  pray:  God  guard  Co  -  lum  -  bi  -  a,  Our  coun  -  try  dear! 


Copyright,  1901,  by  Henry  C.  McCook _ George  Balch  Ne 


5  Hold  in  Thy  mighty  hand 
Our  troops  by  sea  and  land, 

In  fort  and  field ! 

Give  them  to  do  and  dare; 

In  days  of  danger  spare. 

And  guard  them  by  Thy  care, 
O  God,  our  Shield! 


6  Lord  God  of  land  and  wave. 
The  sovereign  people  save! 

On  Thee  they  wait! 

Do  Thou  perpetuate 
Thy  glory  in  the  State! 

Save  our  Chief  Magistrate! 
God  save  the  State! 


No.  83.  RESPONSE  AFTER  PRAYER.  WiU 


No.  84.  REnEHBER  HE,  O  niGHTY  GOD. 

Joanna  Kinkei.,  arr. 

Anon-  p  poco  riten. 

iE#r^v3HHi3hrsi  ^ 


from  its  da6n  -  geroShS.kinI;mlnteSPt  Us  dread  deeps  sink  ' 
to?  to  Me  that’s  mor-tal,  AM  when  I  pass  death 


»at’s  mor  -  tai,  iAnu  wucu  x  f- -death’s  por  -  taf 


J.  Yaii.  By  per. 


No.  86.  NOTHING  BUT  LEAVES. 


Lucy  Evelina  Akeeman.  Silas 


1.  Nothing  but  leaves!  The  Spirit  grieves  O’er  years  of  wast  ed  life;  O’er 

2.  Nothing  but  leaves!  No  gather’d  sheaves  Of  life’s  fair  ripening  grain;  We 

3.  Nothing  but  leaves!  Sad  mem’ry  weaves  No  veil  to  hide  the  past:  And 

4.  Ah,  who  shall  thus  the  Mas  -  ter  meet,  And  bring  but  wither’d  leaves?  Ah, 

£ r-  —  -£-:  r  -  -  --  ^  -  ->•  —  -  - 
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sins  indulg’d  while  conscience  slept,  O’er  vows  and  promis  -  es  un-kept,  And 
sow  our  seedsjlo!  tares  and  weeds.  Words,  i-dle  words,  for  earnest  deeds — Then 
as  we  trace  our  wea  -  ry  way,  And  count  each  lost  and  misspent  day,  We 
who  shall  at  the  Saviour’s  feet,  Be  -  fore  the  aw  -  ful  judgment-seat,  Lay 


reap  from  years  of  strife — 
reap,  with  toil  and  pain, 
sad  -  ly  find  at  last — 

down  for  gold-en  sheaves, 


Nothing  but  leaves!  Nothing  but  leaves! 

Nothing  but  leaves!  Nothing  but  leaves! 

Nothing  but  leaves!  Nothing  but  leaves! 

Nothing  but  leaves!  Nothing  but  leaves! 


No.  87. 


THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN. 


Je  -  sus; 

- -  _ _ _ _  _ , _ _  Je  -  sus. 

2  (  Your  man -y  '  sins  are  all  for-giv’n,Oh,  hear  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus; 
’(Go  on  your  way  in  peace  to  heav’n,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus. 


THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN. 


it  note  in  ser  -  aph  song.  Sweetest  name  on  mor  -  tal  tongue, 

   it-     *  • 


3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb! 

I  now  believe  in  Jesus; 

I  love  the  blessed  Saviour’s  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus. — Cho. 


4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear. 

No  other  name  but  Jesus; 

Oh!  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. — Cho. 


No.  88. 


GLORIOUS  FOUNTAIN. 


WHEN  THE  ROLL  IS  CALLED. 


AWAKE,  MY  SOUL. 


heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal,  And  an  immortal  crown,  And  an  immortal  crown. 

get  the  steps  already  trod,  And  onward  urge  thy  way,  And  onward  urge  thy  way. 
His  own  hand  presents  the  prize  To  thine  aspiring  eye-Tothme  aspiring  eye. 


4  That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright,  5  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 
Which  shall  new  lustre  boast*  Have  I  my  race  begun; 

When  victors’  wreaths  and  monarchs’  And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust,  [gems  I’ll  lay  my  honors  down. 


No. 9i.  COflE,  YE  THANKFUL  PEOPLE! 


(ST.  GEORGE’S,  WINDSOR 


Rev.  Henry  Alford,  l 


1.  Come,  ye  thank-ful .  peo  -  pie,  come,  Raise  the  song  of  har  -  v 

2.  All  the  world  is  God’s  own  field,  Fruit  un  -  to  His  praise  to  yield; 

3.  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come,  And  shall  take  His  har  -  vest  home; 

4  Ev  -  en  so,  Lord,  quick-ly  come  To  Thy  fi  -  nal  har- 

1  h  -  m  * 2 ; 


Vs  v 


r  i 

Come  to  God’s  own  tern  -  pie,  come  Raise  the  song  of  har  -  vest  home. 

Lord  of  har  -  vest,  grant  that  we  Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 

But  the  fruit  -  ful  ears  to  store  In  His  gar  -  ner  ev  -  er-more. 

Come, with  all  Thine  an  -  gels,  come,  Raise  the  glo-rious  har  -  vest  home. 


No.  93.  OH,  HOLY  NIGHT. 


Words  arr.  by  Florence  Le  Ci.aie. 
p  Andante. 


1.  Oh,  ho  -  ly  night! 

2.  God’s  precious  gift, 

3.  Tru  -  ly  He  taught 


the  stars  are  brightly  shin  -  ing,  It  is  the 
each  heart  and  voice  re- joic  -  es,  "We  hail  the 
us  all  to  love  each  oth  -  er;  His  law  is 


night  of  the  dear  Saviour’s  birth.  Long  lay  the  world  in  sin  and  sor  -  row 
birth  of  the  long  promis’d  One.  God’s  gift  of  love;  with  all  our  hearts  and 
love  and  His  Gos-pel  is  peace;  Good  will  on  earth,  with  ev  -  ’ry  man  a 


pin-ing.  Till  He  appeared  and  the  soul  felt  its  worth;  A  thrill  of  joy  the 
voic  -  es  We  praise  the  Name  of  the  life-giving  Son.  He  came  to  earth,  Who 
broth-er  And  in  His  Name  all  oppression  shall  cease.  With  hymns  of  joy  and 


wea-ry  world  re-  joic  -  es,  For  yon-der  breaks  a  new  and  glorious  morn, 
left  His  home  in  heav  -  en  To  bring  good  news  and  hope  sublime  to  men. 
grateful  ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion,  Let  all  with  -  in  us  praise  His  ho  -  ly  Name. 


OH,  HOLY  NIGHT. 

! I 


No.  94.  O  JESUS,  THOU  ART  STANDING. 

(ST.  HILDA.  7s,  6s.  D.)  E- 


William  W.  How. 


IO  Je  -  sus.Thou  art  stand  ing  Out  -  side  the  fast-clos’d  door.  In 

2  0  Je  -  sus, Thou  art  knocking:  And  lo!  that  hand  is  scarrd,  And 

■fn  -m-  ft*-  . 


low  -  ly  pa-tience  wait  -  ing  To  pass  the  threshold  o'er;  We  bear  the 
thorns  Thy  brow  en  -  cir  -  cle.  And  tears  Thy  face  have  marr  d;  Oh, love  that 


name  of  Christians,  His  name  and  sign  v 
pass  -  eth  knowledge,  So  pa  -  tient-ly  t, 


bear:  Oh, shame, thrice  shame  up- 
wait!  Oh,  sin  that  hath  no  _ 


3  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  pleading 
In  accents  meek  and  low, — 
“I  died  for  you,  My  children, 
And  will  ye  treat  me  sot” 

O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 
We  open  now  the  door: 

Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  nevermore. 


No,  95, 


.  WHO  IS  ON  THE  LORD’S  SIDE? 


(HERMAS.  6,  5,6,  5,  D  ) 

Frances  S.  Havebgal,  1871. 


T  J  N  1— b-M-ii  1  ,  , 

T '  0  1 

Who  is  on  the  Lord’s  side?  Who  for  Him  will  go?  ] 
He  whom  Je-sus  nam  -  eth  Must  be  on  His  side.  1 
Thou  hast  made  us  willing,  Thou  hast  made  us  free.  1 

„  *  J  J-„  .  -  -  -  -*  •-*-  : 

By  Thy  call  of  mer-cy, 

By  Thy  love  constraining. 
By  Thy  grand  redemption, 

ez’^z: C#. 
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By  Thy  grace  Di-vine,  We  are  on  the  Lord’s  side,  Saviour,  we  are  Thine. 
By  Thy  grace  Di  -  vine,  We  are  on  the  Lord’s  side,  Saviour,  we  areThine. 
By  Thy  grace  Di- vine.  We  are  on  the  Lord’s  side.  Saviour,  we  are  Thine. 


No.  96.  HERALD=ANGELS. 

Wesley.  Handel. 

\ - 1— -s-,— ■  1 -1  r- r-fftjj-j-r 


1.  Hark  1  the  her  -  aid  -  an  -  -  gels  sing,  “Glo  -  -  ry  to  the 

2.  Joy  -  ful,  all  ye  na  -  -  tions,  rise,  Join the  triumphs 

3.  Christ,  by  high  -  est  heaven. ...  a  -  dored,  Christ, ....  the  ev  -  er  - 

4.  Hail  the  heaven-born  Prince. ...  of  peace!  Hail .  the  Sun  of 


No.  97.  THE  ONE  FOUNDATION. 


With  His  own  blood  He  bought  her,  And  for  her  life  He  died. 

And  to  one  hope  she  press  -  es,  With  ev  -  ’ry  grace  en  -  dued. 

And  the  great  Church  vie  -  to  -  rious  Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 

Like  them  the  meek  and  low  -  ly,  On  high  may  dwell  with  Thee. 


' 


No.  98.  THE  WORLD  HUST  BE  TAKEN. 


No.  99. 


HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOflE. 


mf  Adagio  e  Legato. 


 f 


-k- 


( I’m  but  a  stranger  here,  Heav’n  is  my  home; ) 

(Earth  is  a  desert  drear,  Heav’n  is  my  home;  f  Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
(  What  tho’  the  tempest  rage  ?  Heav’n  is  my  home ;  )  [blast 

(  Short  is  my  pil  grimage,  Heav’n  is  my  home;  f  Time’s  cold  and  wintry 

L£ *  '  J  J  J  -. 


No.  ioi.  HOLY  SPIRIT  FAITHFUL  GUIDE. 


C. —Whisper  soft  -  ly,  “Wand’rer,  come!  Fol-low  me,  I’ll  guide  thee  home.” 

,  ,  ,  ,  i  ,  D.C. 


Thou  withdraw  Thy  -  self  from  i  . 

What  pain,  what  la  -  bor  to  se  -  cure  My 
And  all  my  wants  Thou  would’st  relieve,  In 
-  —  .  cejve  that  gift;  My 

m-  jf. 2,  -f=L  -m-  -P- J  * 


whither  shall  I 
soul  from  end-less 
this  ac  -  cept  -  ed 
soul  with-out  it 


And  thro’  His  blood,  His  pre-cious  blood  I  shall  from  sin  be 


JNo.  103.  HE  BIDS  YOU  COME  HOME. 

1.  Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die,  When  God  in  great 

2.  How  vain  the  de  -  lu  -  sion,  that,  while  you  de  -  lay,  Your  hearts  may  grow 

3.  The  con -trite  in  heart  He  will  free  -  ly  re-ceive.  Oh,  why  will  you 


1.  ||:  I’m  kneeling  at  the  mercy  seat,  :||  Where  Jesus  answers  prayer. 
Cho. — I;  I  can,  I  will,  I  do  believe,  :||  That  Jesus  saves  me  now. 

2.  || :  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart,  :||  Illuminate  my  soul. 

3.  j| :  O  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall,  :||  And  all  my  sins  consume. 


No.  105. 


ONLY  TRUST  HIM, 

Kev.  J.  H.  Stockton,  by  per. 


1.  Come,  ev’ry  soul  by  sin  oppress’d, There’s  mercy  with  the  Lord,  And  He  'will  surely 

2.  I  or  Jesus  shed  His  precious  blood  Rich  blessings  to  bestow;  Plunge  now  in  to  the 

3.  Yes,  Je-sus  is  the  Truth  the  Way,  That  leads  you  in-to  rest;  Believe  in  Him  with- 

4.  Come,  then,  and  join  this  holy  band,  And  on  to  glo  -  ry  go,  To  dwell  in  that  ce- 

'  P*  !  «  m  _  m  .m.  a...  \  ^  m 


gncjuuicot,  u_y  wuauug  m  xiis 

crimson  flood  That  washes  white  as  snow.  (  x 

out  de  -  lay,  And  you  are  fair- ly  blest,  f  On  -  ly  trust  Him,  on  -  ly  trust  Him, 
les-tial  land.  Where  joys  immortal  flow. 


ss 

Only  trust  Him  now;  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you  now. 


f.  It  is  enough  ;  earth’s  straggles  soon  shall  cease,  And  Jesns  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peacef 


Me  when  shadows  darkly  gath-er,  When  the  sad  heart  is 
d.  s. — Come  un- to  me,  and 
n  thy  Father’s  dwelling,  Glad  are  the  homes  that 
d.  s. — Soft  are  the  tones  which 
ilossom-ing  in  gladness,  Bloom  the  fair  flowers 
d.  s. — Come  un  -  to  Me,  and 


ry  and  distressed,  Seek-ing  for  comfort  from  your  heavenly  Father, 
I  will  give  you  rest. 

sor-rows  nev  -  er  dim;  Sweet  are  the  harps  in  ho-ly  mu -sic  swelling, 
raise  the  heavenly  hymn. 

the  earth  too  rudely  pressed;  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sadness, 

I  will  give  you  rest. 


No.  109.  THE  MORNING  LIGHT. 

Samuel  F.  Smith.  (WEBB,  7^6  )  Geo.  James  Webb. 


Brings  tid-ings  from  a  -  far, 

J  J    ^ 


2  See  heathen  nations  bending 
Before  the  God  we  love. 

And  thousand  hearts  ascending 
In  gratitude  above; 

While  sinners,  now  confessing, 
The  gospel-call  obey, 

And  seek  the  Saviour’s  blessing, 
A  nation  in  a  day. 


3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 

Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 

Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 
Proclaim,  “The  Lord  is  cornel  * 


No.  no. 

1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  Cross; 

Lift  high  His  royal  banner. 

It  must  not  sutler  loss: 

From  victory  unto  victory 
His  army  shall  He  lead, 

Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 
And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet-call  obey; 

Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day: 

“Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him,” 
Against  unnumbered  foes; 

Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 
And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 

The  arm  of  flesh  -will  fail  you. 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 

Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer. 

Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
The  strife  will  not  be  long; 

This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor’s  song: 

To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 

He  with  the  King  of  glory 
Shall  reign  eternally. 


STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 

3 


No.  in. 


niSSIONARY  HYflN. 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o’er  Ceylon’s  isle. 
Though  every  prospect  pleases. 
And  only  man  is  vile? 

In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 
The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn, 
The  heathen,  in  their  blindness 
Bow  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 


Salvation!  oh,  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth’s  remotest  nation 
Has  learned  Messiah’s  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole; 
Till  o’er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


No.  1 12.  HAIL  TO  THE 

1  Hail  to  the  Lord’s  Anointed, 

Great  David’s  greater  Son! 

Hail  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun! 

He  comes  to  break  oppressions, 

.  To  set  the  captive  free, 

To  take  away  transgressions, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 

And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers,, 
Spring  in  His  path  to  birth:. 


LORD’S  ANOINTED. 

Before  Him  on  the  mountains 
Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go; 

And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 
From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing 
And  daily  vows  ascend; 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end; 

The  tide  of  time  shall  nevler 
His  covenant  remove; 

His  name  shall  stand  forever, 
That  name  to  us  is  Love! 


No  ii 3.  HE  SHALL  REIGN. 


N0.114.  GLORYING  In  THE  CROSS. 


My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 

Ana  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 


tillST 


No.  1 15.  ASHAMED  OF  JESUS. 


No.  116.  THE  LORD  JEHOVAH  REIGNETH. 


Heinrich  Isaak,  1639.  Har.  by  Guo.  B.  Nevis. 


.  The  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reign  -  eth,  Their  courage  He 


.  The  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reign  -  eth,  And  from  Sis  throne  He  deign  -  eth 

3.  The  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reign  -  eth.  And  care  ful  watch  main-tain  -  eth 

4.  The  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reign  -  eth,  And  gent  -ly  man  con  -  strain- eth’ 

5.  Then  praise  the  Lord  Je  -  ho  -  vah,  With  song  and  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah’ 


Who  in  Him  put  their  trust;  His  ma-jes-ty  un-fail'-  ing  His 

To  look  with  pity -mg  eye;  Hot  one  His  love  re  -  fus  -  eth,  Of 

name  His  name;  His  grace  and  con  -so  -  la  -  tion  Light 

Through  sor- row,  sin,  and  loss;  Be  -  fore  His  footstool  kneel  -  ing  Be- 

And  to  His  presence  come;  His  faith-ful-ness  en-dur  -  eth-Tho’ 


might  and  pow’rpre- vail  -  ing,  Lift  souls  re  -  pent  -  ant  from  the  dust 
up6  the  wide  ere  “  Pen  "  ^  tenc“  draw  nTgk 

hold  the  stream  of  heal’  -  ing  ™  ctim  son'  tM  '  f“S’  I"6,1101116,88  flarae' 

Dride  -  ful  Inst  »i  w  ?nm * son  hde  from  Calvary’s  cross, 

pride  tul  lust  al-lur  -  eth,  We  jour  -  ney  toward  His  love,  His  home. 


Copyright,  1902,  by  Ge 


No.  117.  LOVING=KINDNESS. 


LOVING-KINDNESS. 


(PLEYEL’S  HYMN.  7.) 


r 
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No.  121. 


THE  SOLID  ROCK. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  by  pet. 
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On  Christ,  the  Sol  -  id  Rook,  I  stand  ;  All  oth  -  er  ground  is  sink-ing  sand, 


.9 - tt^K=(===tttc^c=j=n  2  M 

-r-L^.-  *  J  *  s  "  i; 

All  oth  -  er  ground  is  sink-ing  sand. 


2  When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace ; 

In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 

My  anchor  holds  within  the  vale. 

3  His  oath,  His  covenant,  and  blood, 


*  £ 

NO.  122. 


I 


He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 


AS  PANTS  THE  HART. 


Tate  and  Brady,  1696. 

Mfa - 1— 1— ' 


(SIMPSON.  C.  M.) 


1.  As  pants  the  hart  for  cool  -  ing  streams  When  heat  -  ed  in  the  chase, 
3.  For  Thee,  my  God,  the  liv  -  ing  God,  My  thirst -y  soul  doth  pine; 
3.  Why  rest  -  less,  why  cast  down,  my  soul?  Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 

0-  -(=2-  _  -£2-  .m.  ^  m. 


bS=^dp=»ilpyEpAtl=»:l^:t^l 

So  pants  my  soul,  0  God,  for  Thee  And  Thy  re  -  fresh-  ing  grace. 
Oh,  when  shall  I  be  -  hold  Thy  face,  Thou  Ma  -  jes  -  ty  Di  -  vine? 
The  praise  of  Him  who  is  thy  God,  Thy  health’s  e  -  ter  -  nal  Spring. 


£2.  -C2- 


No.  123.  TWO  LITTLE  HANDS. 


No.  124.  WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT. 


Masok. 


I  Work,  for  n}S^  }s  coming,  Work  thro’  the  morning  hours  •  Work  while  the  dew  is 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT. 


sparkling,  Work  ’mid  springing  flow’rs ;  W ork  when  the  day  grows  brighter,  Work  in  the 
la  -  bor.Rest  comes  sure  and  soon.  Give  ev-  ery  fly-  ing  min  -  ute  Something  to 
glowing,  Work,  for  daylight  flies;  Work  till  the  last  beam  fad  -  eth,  Fadeth  to 

I  -g-  -S-  ft  ,  g  ••  — '  ; 
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glow-ing  sun;  Work,  for  the  night  is  com  -ing,  When  man’s  work  is  done, 
keep  instore:  Work,  for  the  night  is  com -ing,  When  man  works  no  more, 
shine  no  more;  Work  while  the  night  is  darkening,  When  man’s  work  is  o’er. 


No.  125. 


TRIUflPHANT  ZION. 


(TRURO.  L.  M.) 


Williams's  Psalmoaia  Evangelica,  1' 


-  -  -»■  ^  ^ 

1.  Triumphant  Zi  -  on,  lift  thy  head  From  dust, and  darkness,  and  the  dead; 

2.  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on,  And  let  thy  various  charms  he  known: 


P 


,  _  _ 

Tho’  humbled  long,  a-wake  at  length,  And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour’s  strength. 
The  world  thy  glo  -  ries  shall  con  -  f  ess.  Decked  in  the  robes  of  right-eous-ness. 


3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade,  4  God  from  on  high  has  heard  thy  prayer; 
And  fill  thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread;  His  hand  thy' ruins  shall  repair; 

No  more  shall  hell’s  insulting  host  Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 

Their  victory  and  thy  sorrows  boast.  To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 


JESUS  IS  fllNE! 


No.  126. 


No.  127. 


GLORY  TO  HIS  NAITE. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 

-j - 1*_ 


Rev.  J.  H.  STOCKTON,  by  per. 

N=  ' 


_ is  where  my  Saviour  died,  Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

am  so  won-drous-ly  sav’d  from  sin,  Je  -  sus  so  sweet-ly  a- 

pre-cious  fountain  that  saves  from  sin,  I  am  so  glad  1  have 

Le  to  this  fountain,  so  rich  and  sweet,  Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the 

N  la  e  J  J  J*.  £ 


GLORY  TO  HIS  NAME. 


No.  128.  BEHOLD,  A  STRANGER. 


(FEDERAL  STREET.  L.  M.) 


1-ger’s  at  the  door!  He  gently  knocks, has  knock  d  before! 
rea  friend  in  -  deed?  He  will,  the  ver  -  y  friend  you  need; 

3  Oh  love-ly  at  -  ti  -  tude!-He  stands  With  melting  heart  and  la -den  hands; 

4.  Ad-mit  Him  ere  His  an  -  ger  burn;  His  feet  de  -  part  -  ed,  ne  er  re  -  tuin, 


Kri&okrt“io‘;j.  ?  taaasfflRSSKA* 


No.  129. 


O  COULD  I  SPEAK. 

(ARIEL.  C.  P.  M.) 


vj»  »  7=5"  w 

1.  O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth,  O  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

2.  I’d  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt,  My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

3.  I’d  sing  the  char-ac-ters  He  bears,  And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

4.  Well,  the  de  -  lightf  ul  day  will  come  When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 


Which  in  my  Sav-iour  shine ;  I’d  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings,  And 
Of  sin  and  wrath  di-  vine;  I’d  sing  His  glo-rious  righteousness,  In 
Ex  -  alt-ed  on  His  throne;  In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise,  I 
And  I  shall  see  His  face;  Then  with  my  Sav-iour, Brother, Friend,  A 


m 


!*  

vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings  In  notes  almost  divine,  In  notes  almost 
.  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress  My  soul  shall  ever  shine,  My  soul  shall  ( 
would  to  everlasting  days  Make  all  His  glories  known.  Make  all  His  glori 
blest  e  -  ter  -  ni-  ty  I’ll  spend,  Triumphant  in  His  grace.  Triumphant  in 

v.'u  !f  ‘  !*— ■'  mV  !» * .  Q, 


known. 
His  grace. 


No.  130. 


REVIVE  US  AGAIN. 


REVIVE  US  AGAIN. 


No.  131. 


MY  GOD,  riY  FATHER. 

b  Elliott,  awthub  Henry  Dyke  Acland  Troy 


..  My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray  Far  from  my  home  on  life's  rough  way, 
!.  Tho’  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot,  Let  me  he  still  and  mur  -  mur  not, 

!.  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  re-sign  What  most  I  prize,  it  ne’er  was  mine; 

L  Let  hut  my  fainting  heart  he  blest  With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 

",  Eenew  my  will  from  day  to  day.  Blend  it  with  Thine  and  take  a  -  way 


O  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say,  Thy 

Or  breathe  the  prayer  di  -  vine  -  ly  taught,  Thy 

I  yield  Thee  only  what  is  Thine,  Thy 

My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest!  Thy 

All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say.  Thy 


will  be  done, 
will  be  done 
will  be  done, 
will  he  done, 
will  be  done. 


No.  132,  ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER. 

PERRON®  (CORONATION,  C.  M.)  Oliver  Holden. 


No.  1 33.  ARISE,  MY  SOUL. 

Charles  Wesley.  (LENOX.  H.  M.)  Lewis  Edson. 


ARISE,  riY  SOUL. 


Sac-ri-fice  -In  my  be-half  ap  pears;  Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
deeming  love/ffis  precious  hlood  to  plead;  His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race 
for  hischild,  I  can  no  long  -  er  fear;  With  con  -  fi-dence  I  now  draw  mgh, 


2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God’s  free  bounty  glorify  ; 

True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  mgh. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 


All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you’re  better, 

You  will  never  come  at  all. 


No.  135.  THE  LORD  15  KING. 


No.  137. 


FORWARD,  YE  SOLDIERS. 


R.  Frank  Lehman. 


I  >  >  ' 

For- ward,  ye  sol  -  diers,  all, 
For-ward,.ye  sol -diers,  go. 
On -ward,  ye  sol -diers,  all; 

__  ^  _ -=i . :r  . 
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r  back  ward 
strong-er  than  steel  -  clad 
for-ward,  nor  back  ward 


E-d*  f  t'- 

Sheathe  not  the  sword  m  t 

,h.  ^  1 


1  p  ■  ^ 

of  the  Lord,  Hold  your 
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FORWARD,  YE  SOLDIERS. 
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O’er  the  foes  that  hov  -  ( 

iigh;  Hosts  for  the  King  will  a 
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glo  -  rious  vie  -  t’ry  bring  O’er  the  foes  that  hov  -  ' 

er  nigh. 
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No.  138,  SOFTLY  NOW  THE  LIGHT  OF  DAY . 

G.W.Doane.  (SEYMOUR.  7-)  _  __  V0N  WE 


1  Soft  -  ly  now  the  light  of  day,  Fades  up  -  c_ - 

2.  Thou,  whose  all  per  -  vad  -  ing  eye  Naught  es  -  capes,  with  -  out,  with  - 

3.  Soon  from  us  the  light  of  day  Shall  for  -  ev  -  er  pass  a  -  way; 

■-+-  r  .f  1*-  ,ftg-  f  ,  r-*— l^'-t 


No.  140. 

Rev.  J.  E.  Rankin.  D.D. 


GOD  BE  WITH  YOU. 


1.  God  be  with  you  till  i 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  v 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  v 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  v 


_ -  gain,  By  His  counsels  guide,  up  - 

meet  a  -  gain,  ’Neath  His  wings  se  -  cure  -  ly 
meet  a  -  gain.  When  life’s  per  -  ils  thick  con  - 
a  -  gain,  Keep  love’s  banner  .  float-  ing 


Copyright  by  J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D.  Used  by  per- 


No.  141.  THE  STAR=SPANGLED  BANNER. 

Fkakcis  Scott  Key. 

•„  Solo  on  Quartet.  ,  >  is  ^  J 


*S  ri  1  ~  r &  k> 

1.  Oh,  say,  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  ear- ly  light,  What  so  proud  ly  we 

2.  On  the  shore  dimly  seen  thro’  the  mists  of  the  deep,  Where  the  foe’s  haughty 

3.  And  where  is  that  band  who  so  vaunting-ly  swore  That  the  hav  -  oc  of 

4.  Oh,  thus  be  it  ev  -  er  when  freemen  shall  stand  Be  -  tween  their  loved 

'  £X- 
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hailed  at  the  twilight’s  last  gleaming,  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars, thro’  the 
host  in  dread  si  -  lence  re  -  pos  -  es,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze, o’er  the 
war  and  the  bat  -  tie’s  con  -  fu  -  sion  A  home  and  a  country  should 

home  and  wild  war’s  des  -  o  -  la  -  tion;  Blest  with  vict’ry  and  peace,  may  the 


1  *  1  1  f 

per  -  il  -  ous  fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  so  gal-lant-ly  streaming? 
tow  -  er  -  ing  steep,  As  it  fit  -  ful  -  ly  blows,  half  conceals, half  dis-clos-es? 
leave  us  no  more  ?  Their  blood  has  wash’d  out  their  foul  footsteps’  pollu  -  tion. 
heav  n-rescued  land  Praise  the  Pow’r  that  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  na-  tion! 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

^  CHOKTJS.  >  =■  'V‘ 
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night  that  our  flag  was  still  there.  Oh,  say, does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet 
flect-ed,now  shines  on  the  stream:  ’Tis  the  star-spangled  banner!  oh, long  may  it 
flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave :  And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  tri-umph  doth 
mot  to :  “  In  God  is  our  trust !  ”  And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  tri-umph  shall 


No.  142. 

My  country!  ’tis  of  thee, Sweet  land  of  lib-erty,Of  thee  we  sing:  Land  where  my 
2  My  na- live  country, thee, Land  of  the  no-  ble  free, Thy  name  I  love;  Ilovethy 
3'  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom’s  song ;  Let  mortal 
4.  Our  fathers’  God,  to  Thee,  Author  of  Lib-erty.To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 

PSf-ff-C+r’>  I- 
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fathers  died !  Land  of  the  Pilgrim’s  pride!  Prom  ev’ry  mountain-side  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills,  Like  that  above, 
tongues  awake,  Let  all  that  breathe  partake,  Let  Rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  With  freedom’s  holy  light;  Protect  us  by  Thy  might,  Great  God, our  King! 

-£1  -*-•  *  m  -• — T~~P'  \  r=>-- 


No.  143.  A  SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 

Translated  by  L.  O.' Elson.  (MALE  VOICES)  Johanna  Kinkel. 

p  Andante. 

T  y,  ,  .  .  ■  _  ____  - - 

1.  How  can  I  bear  to  leave  thee,  One  part -ing  kiss  I  give  thee; 

2.  He’er  more  may  I  be -hold  thee,  Or  to  this  heart  en-  fold  thee; 
3!  I  think  of  thee  with  long-ing,  Think  thou  when  tears  are  thronging, 


And  then,  what-e’er  be  -  falls  me,  I  go  where  hon- or  calls  me. 
With  spear  and  pen- non  glanc-ing,  I  see  the  foe  ad -vane -ing. 
That  with  my  last  faint  sigh  -  ing.  I’ll  whis  -  per  soft  while  dy  -  ing, 
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No.  144.  BATTLE  HYJTN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

:  *  .yu*  .=!  r-  M  •  *  I  s  ~ 

I  have  read  His  righteous  sentence  by 
the  dim  and  flaring  lamps: 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

3  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that 
shall  never  call  retreat; 

He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  be¬ 
fore  His  judgment-seat; 

Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him ! 
be  jubilant,  my  feet ! 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

4  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was 
born  across  the  sea, 

With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  trans¬ 
figures  you  and  me; 

As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us 
die  to  make  men  free,  [ 

While  God  is  marching  on. 

Julia  Ward  Howe. 


Battle  Hymn;  (71) 

1  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the 

coming  of  the  Lord ; 

He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where 
the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored ; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of 
His  terrible,  swift  sword ! 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

Cho. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah! 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

2  1  have  seen  Him  in  the  watchfires  of  a 

-  hundred  circling  camps ; 

They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the 
ev’ning  dews  and  damps; 


SELECTED  HYMNS. 


(The  music  to  these  hymns  can  be  found  in  “  Ocean  Grove  Songs,” 
the  numbers  being  given  at  the  right.  J 


No.  145.  Fill  Me  Now.  (15) 

1  Hover  o’er  me,  Holy  Spirit ; 

Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow ; 
Pill  me  with  Thy  hallow’d  presence, 
Come,  O  come  and  fill  me  now. 

Cho. — Pill  me  now,  fill  me  now, 

Holy  Spirit,  fill  me  now; 

Pill  me  with  Thy  hallow  d  presence, 
Come  O  come  and  fill  me  now. 

2  Thou  canst  fill  me,  gracious  Spirit, 

Tho’  I  cannot  tell  Thee  how; 

But  I  need  Thee,  greatly  need  Thee, 
Come,  0  come  and  fill  me  now. 


i  O  boundless  love  divine!  how  shall  this 

To  wondh'ing  mortals  tell  the  matchless 
grace  divine—  ■ . 

That  I,  a  child  of  hell,  should  in  His 
image  shine ! 

The  Comforter  has  come! 

5  Sing  till  the  echoes  fly  above  the  vaulted 

And^ali  the  saints  above  to  all  below 
reply, 

In  strains  of  endless  love,  the  song  that 
ne’er  will  die— 

The  Comforter  has  come ! 

Rev.  F.  Bottoms,  D.D. 


3  I  am  weakness,  full  of  weakness; 

At  Thy  sacred  feet  I  bow ; 

Blest,  divine,  eternal  Spirit, 

Pill  with  power,  and  fill  me  now. 

4  Cleanse  and  comfort,  bless  and  save  me; 

Bathe,  oh,  bathe  my  heart  and  brow! 
Thou  art  comforting  and  saving, 

Thou  art  sweetly  filling  now. 

Rev.  E.  II.  Stokes,  D.D. 


No.  146.  The  Comforter.  (19) 

1  O  spread  the  tidings  ’round,  wherever 
man  is  found, 

Wherever  human  hearts  and  human  woes 
abound;  . 

Let  ev’ry  Christian  tongue  proclaim  the 
joyful  sound — 

The  Comforter  has  come! 

Cho.— The  Comforter  has  come, 

The  Comforter  has  come ! 

The  Holy  Ghost  from  heav’n. 

The  Father’s  promise  giv’n ; 

0  spread  the  tidings  ’round, 
Wherever  man  is  found — 

The  Comforter  has  come ! 


2  The  long,  long  night  is  past,  the  morn¬ 
ing  breaks  at  last, 

And  hushed  the  dreadful  wail  and  fury 
of  the  blast, 

As  o’er  the  golden  hills  the  day  advances 
fast — 

The  Comforter  has  come ! 


3  Lo  1  the  great  King  of  kings,  with  healing 
in  His  wings,  ; 

To  ev’ry  captive  soul  a  full  deliv  ranee 
brings ; 

And  thro’  the  vacant  cells  the  song  of 
triumph  rings — 

The  Comforter  has  come ! 


No.  147.  I  Love  to  Tell.  (51) 

1  I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  unseen  things  above, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story. 

Because  I  know  ’tis  true; 

It  satisfies  my  longings, . 

As  nothing  else  can  do. 

Cho.— I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

’Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory. 

To  tell  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


2  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 
More  wonderful  it  seems 
Than  all  the  golden  fancies 
Of  all  the  golden  dreams. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

It  did  so  much  for  me ; 
And  that  is  just  the  reason 
I  tell  it  now  to  thee. 


3  I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

’Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 
More  wonderfully  sweet. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 
Prom  God’s  own  holy  Word. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 
To  hear  it  like  the  rest; 

And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  new,  new  song, .. 
’Twill  be  the  old,  old  story 
That  I  have  lov’d  so  long. 

Catherine  Hankey. 


No.  148.  Come,  Sinner,  Come.  (33) 

1  While  Jesus  whispers  to  you. 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

While  we  are  praying  for  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Now  is  the  time  to  own  Him, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Now  is  the  time  to  know  Him, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

2  Are  you  too  heavy  laden  ? 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Jesus  will  bear  your  burden, 

Come,  sinner,  come !  . 

Jesus  will  not  deceive  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Jesus  can  now  redeem  you. 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

3  Oh,  hear  His  tender  pleading, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Come  and  receive  the  blessing. 
Come,  sinner,  come ! 

While  Jesus  whispers  to  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

While  we  are  praying  for  you. 
Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Will.  E.  Witter. 

No.  149.  A  Charge  to  Keep.  (43) 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify, 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age. 

My  calling  to  fulfill, 

O  may  it  all  my  pow’rs  engage 
To  do  my  Master’s  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  Thy  sight  to  live ; 

And  O  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 

Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 

No.  150.  Master,  Speak  !  (45) 

1  Master,  speak !  Thy  servant  heareth, 

Waiting  for  Thy  gracious  word, 
Longing  for  Thy  voice  that  cheereth, 
Master,  let  it  now  be  heard. 

I  am  list’ning.  Lord,  for  Thee ; 

What  hast  Thou  to  say  to  me  ? 

2  Speak  to  me  by  name,  0  Master! 

Let  me  know  it  is  to  me ; 

Speak,  that  I  may  follow  faster, 

With  a  step  more  firm  and  free, 
Wheie  the  Shepherd  leads  the  flock, 

In  the  shadow  of  the  Rock. 


3  Master,  speak !  tho  mast  and  lowest, 

Let  me  not  unheard  depart ; 

Master,  speak !  for  O,  Thou  knowest 
All  the  yearnings  of  my  heart, 

'  Knowest  all  its  truest  need ; 

Speak !  and  make  me  blest  indeed. 

4  Master,  speak !  and  make  me  ready, 

When  Thy  voice  is  truly  heard, 

With  obedience  glad  and  steady, 

Still  to  follow  ev’ry  word. 

I  am  list’ning,  Lord,  for  Thee ; 

Master,  speak !  O  speak  to  me. 

Selected  by  Mr.  Yatman. 

No.  151.  There  is  a  Land.  (115) 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 

Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

,  There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never- withering  flowers ; 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 
To  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 

And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

3  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 

And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes : 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood 
And  view  the  landscape  o’er,  [flood, 
Not  Jordan’s  stream,  nor  death’s  cold 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

Isaac  Watts. 

No.  152.  There’s  a  Wideness.  (125) 

1  There’s  a  wideness  in  God’s  mercy. 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea: 
There’s  a  kindness  in  His  justice. 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

2  There’s  a  welcome  for  the  sinner. 

And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour, 
There  is  healing  in  His  blood. 

3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man’s  mind; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  Him  at  His  word , 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunfehine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord'. 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 


Ho.  153.  Love  Divine.  (47) 

1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heav’n,  to  earth  come  down! 

Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 

Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art; 

Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation ; 

Enter  ev’ry  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  ev’ry  troubled  breast ! 

Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be ; 

End  of  faith  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive ; 

Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Nevermore  Thy  temples  leave ; 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above. 

Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing. 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish  then  Thy  new  creation ; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 

Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation 
Perfectly  restored  in  Thee ; 

Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heav’n  we  take  our  place, 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Chas.  Wesley. 

No.  154.  Come,  Thou  Fount.  (127.) 

1  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Praise  the  mount,  I’m  fixed  upon  it, 
Mount  of  Thy  redeeming  love  1 

2  Here  I’ll  raise  mine  Ebenezer, 

Hither,  by  Thy  help,  I’m  come ; 

And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger, 
Wand’ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 

He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  His  precious  blood ! 

3  O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I’m  constrained  to  be! 

Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand’ring  heart  to  Thee! 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love : 

Here’s  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  it ! 
Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


No.  155.  Cleansing  Fountain.  (122) 

1  There  is  a  fountain  fill’d  with  blood 

Drawn  from  Immanuel’s  veins ; 

And  sinners  plung’d  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  Vile  as  he. 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb !  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 

Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E’er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wouuds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 

I’ll  sing  Thy  power  to  save. 

When  this  poor  lisping,  stamm’ring 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave.  [tongue 
William  Cowper. 

No.  156.  Sweet  Home.  (65) 

1  ’Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature 

complaints, 

How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  communion 
with  saints ; 

To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there’s 
And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at 

Cho. — Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
Prepare  me,  dear  Saviour,  for  glory, 
my  home. 

2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children 

of  peace, 

And  thrice  gracious  Jesus,  whose  love 
cannot  cease, 

Tho’  oft  from  Thy  presence  in  sadness 
I  roam, 

I  long  to  behold  Thee  in  glory  at  home. 

3  Whate’er  Thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  Thy 

*  grace ! 

The  Spirit’s  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of 
Thy  face ; 

Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  Thy 
throne, 

And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of 

4  I  long,  dearest  Saviour,  in  Thy  beauty 

No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine; 
But  in  Thy  bright  image  to  rise  from 
the  tomb, 

With  glorified  millions  to  praise  Thee 


David  Denham- 


No.  157.  Homeward  Bound.  (81) 


1  Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride. 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Toss’d  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless 
tide, 

Were  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Far  from  the' safe,  quiet  harbor  we  rode, 

Seeking  our  Father’s  celestial  abode, 

Promise  of  which  on  us  each  He  be¬ 
stowed, 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound. 


2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Look!  yonder  lie  the  bright,  heav’nly 
shores, 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Steady,  O  pilot!  stand  firm  at  the 
wheel, 

Steady!  we  soon  shall  outweather  the 

"  gale ; 

Oh!  how  we  fly  ’neath  the  loud  creaking 
sail! 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound. 

3  We’ll  tell  the  world,  as  we  journey  along, 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Try  to  persuade  them  to  enter  our 
throng, 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound ; 

Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and 
oppressed, 

Join  in  our  number,  O  come  and  be  blest ; 

Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest, 

We’re  homeward  bound,  homeward 
bound. 


4  Into  the  harbor  of  heav’n  now  we  glide, 
We’re  home  at  last,  home  at  last ; 

Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright  silver  tide, 
We’re  home  at  last,  home  at  last. 

Glory  to  God !  all  our  dangers  are  o’er, 
We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore ; 
Glory  to  God !  we  will  shout  evermore. 
We’re  home  at  last,  home  at  last. 

W.  I'1.  Warren. 


Sing  “Holy,  holy,  holy,” 
To  the  great  God  Triune. 


2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 

On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth; 
On  thee  our  Lord,  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heav’n: 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  giv’n. 

3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 

To  holy  convocations 
The  silver  trumpet  calls, 

Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 


4  New  graces  ever  gaining, 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 

We  reach  the  rest  remaining 
To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 

To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father  and  to  Son; 

The  Church  her  voice  upraises 
To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 

C.  Wordsworth. 


No.  159.  Jesus  Saves  Me.  (74) 

1  Down  at  the  cross,  on  Calv’ry’s  moun- 

Where  mercies  flow, 

I  plung’d  in  the  redeeming  fountain, 
Wash’d  whiter  than  the  snow. 

When  nothing  in  the  whole  creation 
Could  purchase  peace. 

My  Saviour  bro'\  His  free  salvation, 
Gave  me  complete  release. 

Cho. — Brothers,  won’t  you  hear  the  story? 
See  the  fountain  flow ! 

Oh,  glory  in  the  highest,  glory  1 
Jesus  saves  me,  this  I  know. 

2  When,  lost  in  sin,  my  all  I  squandered, 

Far  from  the  fold, 

My  Saviour  sought  me  where  I  wan- 

Gave  me  His  wealth  untold. 

All  bonds  of  sin  and  Satan  rending, 
Christ  made  me  whole: 

I’ll  ne’er  forget  that  joy  transcending, 
When  Jesus  sav’d  my  soul. 


No.  158.  0  Day  of  Rest.  (in) 

1  O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 

O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 

On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 
Through  ages  joined  in  tune. 


3  All  round  my  way  the  sun  is  shining, 
Darkness  has  fled ; 

On  Jesus’  breast  I  am  reclining, 

Daily  by  Him- I’m  fed. 

My  Lord  has  cast  His  robe  around  me, 
No  more  I’ll  roam; 

The  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  has  found  me, 
Jesus  has  bro’t  me  home. 


No.  160.  Cleansing  Wave.  (137) 

1  Oh!  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave. 

The  fountain  deep  and  wide: 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  mighty  to  save. 

Points  to  His  wounded  side. 

Cho.— The  cleansing  stream,  I  see,  1  see! 

I  plunge,  and  oh,  it  cleanseth  me! 

Oh!  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth 

It  cleanseth  me,  yes,  cleanseth  me. 

2  1  see  the  new  creation  rise, 

I  hear  the  speaking  blood; 

It  speaks,  polluted  nature  dies! 

Sinks  ’neath  the  cleansing,  flood. 

3  I  rise  to  walk  in  lieav’n’s  own  light, 

Above  the  world  of  sin, 

With  heart  made  pure,  and  garments 
white, 

And  Christ  enthroned  within. 

4  Amazing  grace!  ’tis  heav’n  below. 

To  feel  the  blood  applied, 

And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know, 

My  Jesus  crucified. 

Mrs.  Phoebe  Palmer. 

No.  161.  Just  as  I  Am.  (139) 

1  Just  as  I  am !  without  one  plea. 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me 
And  that  Thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 

Q  Lamb  of  God !  I  come,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am !  and  waiting  not. 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot , 

To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 

0  Lamb ’of  God !  I  come,  I  come! 

3  Just  as  I  am !  tho’  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

0  Lamb  of  God!  1  come,  1  come! 

4  Just  as  I  am!  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 

Tea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  I  And, 

0  Lamb  of  God !  I  come,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am !  Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe : 

0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come,  1  come! 

Charlotte  Elliot. 


Nc,  162.  What  a  Friend.  (141) 

1  What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ! 

What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Ev’rvthing  to  God  m  pray  r  ! 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Ev’rything  to  God  in  pray  r! 


2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere  ? 

We  should  never  be  discouraged. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  pray’r. 

Can  we  And  a  friend  so  faithful 
Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share  ? 

Jesus  knows  our  ev’ry  weakness. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  pray’r. 

3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy-laden, 
Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care  ? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  pray’r ; 

Ho  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  pray’r 
In  His  arms  He’ll  take  and  shield  thee, 
Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 

No.  163.  My  Faith  Looks.  (97) 

1  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 

Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine! 

Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 

Take  all  my  sins  awav, 

Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 
Be  wholly  Thine. 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ; 

As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 

Oh,  may  my -love  for  Thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

3  While  life’s  dark  maze  I  tread, 

And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 

Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 

Wipe  sorrow’s  tears  away, 

Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  Thee  aside. 

Bay  Palmer. 

No.  164.  Rock  of  Ages.  (150) 

1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  wounded  side  that  flow  d. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 

Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 

Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone- 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 

Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 

A.  M.  Toplady , 


No.i65.MyJesus,ILove  Thee.  (152) 

1  My  Jesus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art 

For  Thee,  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  resign ; 
My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art 
Thou, 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

2  I  love  Thee  because  Thou  hast  first  loved 
And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary’s 

I  love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on 
Thy  brow, 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

3  I’ll  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in 

And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendest 
me  breath ; 

And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold 
on  my  brow, 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

4  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight 
I’ll  ever  adore  Thee'in heaven  so  bright; 
I’ll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  ’tis  now. 

No.  166.  Almighty  King.  (146) 

1  Come,  Thou  almighty  King, 

Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 

Father !  all  glorious. 

O’er  all  Victorious, 

Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days ! 


2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  children  of  the  heav’nly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heav’nly  fields 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ; 

We’re  marching  thro’  Immanuel’s 
ground 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watts. 


No.  168.  Firm  Foundation.  (157) 


1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the 
Lord,  [Word! 

Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His  excellent 
What  more  can  Tie  say  than  to  you  lie 
hath  said, 

To  you,  who  for  refuge  to  Jesus  have  fled? 


3  “Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  0  Jje  not  dis¬ 
mayed. 

For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee 

I’ll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause 
thee  to  stand,  [hand. 

Upheld  by  My  gracious,  omnipotent 


3  “When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 
thee  to  go, 

The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow; 
For  I' will  be  with  thee  thy  trials  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 


4  “The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for 


2  Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 

Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  pray’r  attend ; 

Come,  and  Thy  people  bless, 

,  And  give  Thy  word  success ; 

Spirit  of  holiness! 

On  us  descend. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter ! 

Thy  sacred  witness  bear. 

In  this  glad  hour ; 

Thou,  who  almighty  art, 

Now  rule  in  ev’ry  heart, 

And  ne’er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  pow’r  I 

C.  Wesley. 

No.  167.  Marching  to  Zion.  (92) 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

Cno  — We’re  marching  to  Zion, 
‘Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion ; 

We’re  marching  upward  to  Zion, 
The  beautiful  city  of  God  1 


repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes ; 
That  soul,  tho’  all  hell  should  endeavor 
to  shake. 

I’ll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake!” 

George  Keith. 

No.  169.  Blessed  Assurance.  (79) 

1  Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine! 

Oh,  what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine!' 
Heir  of  salvation,  purchase  of  God, 
Born  of  His  Spirit,  wash’d  in  Has  blood. 

Cho. — This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 
Praising  my  Saviour  all  the  day  long ; 
This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 
Praising  my  Saviour  all  the  daylong. 

2  Perfect  submission,  perfect  delight, 
Visions  of  rapture  now  burst  on  my  sight 
Angels  descending  bring  from  above 
Echoes  of  mercy,  whispers  of  love. 

3  Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 

I  in  my  Saviour  am  happy  and  blest. 
Watching  and  waiting,  looking  above. 
Fill ’d  with  His  goodness,  lost  in  His  love. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


No.  170.  Hour  of  Prayer.  (Key  of  d.) 

1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 

That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

And  bids  me  at  my  Father’s  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known ! 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 

My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 

And  oft  escaped  the  tempter’s  snare, 

By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 

Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless: 

And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face. 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
I’ll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 

May  I  thy  consolation  share, 

Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah’s  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight: 
This  robe  of  flesh  I’ll  drop,  and  rise, 

To  seize  the  everlasting  prize;  - 

And  shout ,  while  passingt  hrough  the  ai  r, 
Farewell, farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 


No.  171.  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt,  t 

1  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt: 

0  may  Thy  will  be  mine  • 

Into  Thy  hand  of  love 
I  would  my  all  resign, 
Through  sorrow  or  through  joy, 
Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 


2  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt: 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 
Grow  dim  or  disappear. 

Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 
And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 

If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 


Each  changing  future  scene 
I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on, 

And  sing  in  life  or  death, 

“My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done.” 
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A  MUSICAL  EDUCATION 


A  COLLEGE  COURSE  BY  CORRESPONDENCE 


We  offer  you  the  most  complete  course  of  musical  instruction  to  be  found 
in  this  country. 

The  lessons  are  carefully  graded,  beginning  with  first  principles,  and  then 
by  easy  steps  until  the  most  difficult  problems  are  mastered. 

Our  method  of  teaching  is  radically  different  from  the  old  method  of 
requiring  pupils  to  memorize  thousands  of  complicated  and  difficult  note 
pictures.  While  we  teach  the  staff  notation,  we  make  the  underlying  princi¬ 
ples  clear,  so  that  the  note-pictures  are  merely  the  result  of  these  easily 
understood  principles. 

Surely  the  voluntary  testimonials  of  thousands  of  music  teachers  and 
beginners  who  have  studied  in  this  school  ought  to  be  enough  to  convince  the 
most  skeptical  that  our  course  of  study  is  all  that  we  claim  for  it. 

We  teach  music  in  the  same  common  sense  manner  as  the  study  of  the 
English  branches  is  conducted  in  our  public  schools — the  pupils  must  learn  to 
read,  to  spell,  to  understand,  to  write,  and  have  a  fair  knowledge  of  grammar 
before  they  can  enter  the  stenography  class  and  operate  a  typewriting 
machine,  In  the  beginning  we  teach  our  students  to  understand  the  princi¬ 
ples  of  music — to  think  and  sing  the  right  tones,  to  write  in  all  keys,  to  know 
all  the  scales,  major  and  minor,  before  they  are  expected  to  master  the  piano 

Colleges  of  music  never  confer  Degrees  upon  students  because  they  can 
play  the  piano  or  sing  a  song,  but  solely  on  what  they  know  about  music. 

Our  students  make  the  most  successful  teachers,  and  the  field  for  this  class 
of  work  is  practically  unlimited.  Public  school  teachers  who  have  a  thorough, 
practical  knowledge  of  this  branch  of  work,  can  always  secure  positions  and 
command  the  highest  salaries. 

We  send  one  lesson  a  week.  We  examine  and  correct  each  student’s 
work  without  extra  charge.  We  keep  a  most  careful  record  of  each  lesson, 
so  that  each  student  receives  individual  and  personal  instruction.  While  it  is 
customary  for  students  to  pay  in  advance,  yet  we  are  willing  to  take  the  fee 
of  ten  dollars  in  monthly  installments  of  one  dollar. 

All  students  of  the  piano,  voice  pupils  and  public  school  teachers,  should 
take  this  course  of  lessons.  No  matter  how  much  you  may  have  studied  in 
the  past,  this  course  will  be  of  the  greatest  help  to  you.  It  requires  very 
little  time,  and  the  price  is  next  to  nothing. 

The  time  to  begin  is  now.  Try  it.  You  will,  like  others,  be  delighted. 
Circulars  sent  free.  Address 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC 

P.  O.  Station  O,  New  York. 

TALI  ESEN  MORGAN  Summer  Headquarters 

President  OCEAN  GROVE,  N.  J. 


